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Breakfast with a Friend

I love to eat at the house of a friend
At a table small and neat;

A mound of jelly or a bowl of jam
And biscuits fluffy and sweet.

Fragrant coffee and cereal warm
And a bowl of fruit maybe
And Billy-bird in his cage close by,

Trilling a song for me.

And we chat as we leisurely breakfast,
While the clock ticks the minutes away

And the sun streams in at the window
Proclaiming a glorious day.

Not all the banquets in halls of wealth,
With display of silver and lace

Can compare with simple, wholesome food
Across from a friendly face.

—From “Guine Posts”
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A Mother

A gentle face with kindly mien,

A heart of gold with insight keen,

A loving hand that points the way

And guides the wayward steps each day;
A look that speaks of suffering’s share

A life whose work is constant prayer.

My heart exults to think that she

May fathom childhood’s mystery,

May hearken for the step and voice
More sweet to her than bees’ sure choice;
May soothe the cares of girls and boys,
May keep young hearts brimful of joys.
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Remember

By PaTienceE StrONG

Remember the blind —the sightless ones,
Whose eyes can never see

The beauty of the lovely earth,
The glory of a tree.

Remember the lame, on crutches bent,
For they can never know

The thrill of movement, running free,
With strong, swift limbs aglow.

Remember the deaf, the lonely deaf,
For they have never hear

The wonders of a human voice,
The rapture of a bird.

Remember the dumb — with speechless lips
In silence set apart,

Who never can express in words
The longing of the heart.

And so, if we grow bored and dull
As down Life’s path we drift,

Remember, and be thankful for
Each good and perfect gift.

Thankfulness
By B. L. Bruce

Let’s forget the things we haven't got,
And appreciate the more,

The blessings we enjoy each day
In ever greater store.

The most of them we didn’t earn,
But someone did for sure,

And other hands have toiled, and left
Their bounty at our door.

So may we nevermore forget
God’s providence and care,
And the fruits of love and sacrifice

It is our lot to share.










